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tipped his machine into some bushes and sat down to
smoke a pipe. Quite windless ! The river between the
bare poplars had a grey, untroubled look ; the catkins
were forming on the willows. He plucked a twig, and
stirred it round the bowl of his pipe before pressing in
tobacco,. The shaking had done him good ; his mind was
working freely. The war ! One had no hesitations then ;
but then—one had no Fleur. Besides, that was a clear, a
simple issue. But now, beyond this ' to stay or not to
stay,' Michael seemed seeing the future of his married life.
The decision that he made would afTect what might last
another fifty years. To put your hand to the plough, and
at the first request to take it off again ! You might be
ploughing crooked, and by twilight; but better plough
by dim light than no light; a crooked furrow than none
at all! Foggartism was the best course he could see, and
he must stick to it! The future of England ! A blackbird,
close by, chuckled. Quite so ! But, as old Blythe said,
one must stand up to laughter ! Oh ! Surely Flcur would
see in the long run that he couldn't play fast and loose ;
see that if she wanted him to remain in Parliament—and
she did—he must hang on to the line he had taken, however
it amused the blackbirds. She wouldn't like him to sink to
the nonentity of a turntail. For after all she was his wife,
and with his self-respect her own was bound up.
He watched the smoke from his pipe, and the low grey
clouds, the white-faced Herefords grazing beyond the
river, and a man fishing with a worm. He took up the
twig and twirled it, admiring the yellowish-grey velvet
of its budding catkins. He felt quiet in the heart, at last,
but very sorry. How make up to Fleur ? Beside this river
not two miles away, he had wooed—queer word—if not
won her ! And now they had come to this snag. Well, it
was up to her now, whether or no they should come to

